iyo                     A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

of the Octave, but she felt that my old master would, in all proba-
bility, not welcome her. So with her customary generosity, she
telegraphed a money order in the name of the Sister, and had it
addressed to die Convent.

Brigitte asked my advice, and thought her thoughts aloud in my
presence, as though she had quite failed to notice the coldness of my
attitude. "If they hadn't had me!" she kept on saying, and then
proceeded to rehearse all that she had already done for the Puy-
barauds. "I warned them how it would be. Everything is turning
out exactly as I said it would. I didn't dare say anything about this
final mishap, to warn him that Octavia would almost certainly die,
though God knows I felt that something of the kind was bound to
happen* ... It wasn't for a poor weak woman like me to dot their
i's for them. Their spiritual director has been very lax. He was the
only person who might have been able to keep them from the abyss,
instead of doing which he pushed them over the edge! ... But
Monsieur Puybaraud will hold me responsible: you see if he doesn't!
.... Your sister, as it is, thinks that I was the cause of your father's
death, as well as of the flight and house-breaking escapade of young
Mirbel. . . . Really, it's hard to believe/'

She gazed into my face, and the anxious laugh with which she
wound up this catalogue of grievances was an invitation, a piteous
invitation, to me to say something, to offer her some crumb of
comfort. But I remained obstinately silent, and, by so doing,
showed clearly enough that I was on the side both of Monsieur
Puybaraud and of Michele in every single instance that she had
quoted. She had no one to fall back on but herself. She spent her
time dragging from room to room or wandering aimlessly round
the table, strengthening her defences against an attack that could
come only from herself. Should I, I wonder, be quite so ready
to-day to put the weight of responsibility for so much unhappiness
on the shoulders of a woman so chivied by the Furies of the new
dispensation, so torn by those scruples which, ever since the coming
of Christ, have been the stock-in-trade of tortured consciences?
Brigitte Pian's urged her to return as soon as possible to town in
order that she might see Monsieur Puybaraud in person and so be